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"  My  ear  is  pain'd, 
My  soul  is  sick,  with  every  day's  report 
Of  wrong  and  outrage  with  which  the  world  is 
fill'd. 

There  is  no  flesh  in  man's  obdurate  heart ; 
It  does  not  feel  for  man  :  the  natural  bond 
Of  brotherhood  is  sever'd  as  the  flax, 
That  falls  asunder  at  the  touch  of  fire. 
He  finds  his  fellow  guilty  of  a  skin 
0Not  color'd  like  his  own  ;  and  having  power 
T'  enforce  the  wrong,  for  such  a  worthy  cause 


Dooms  and  devotes  him  as  a  lawful  prey. 
Lands  jntersected  by  a  narrow  frith 
Abhor  each  other.    Mountains  interposed 
Make  enemies  of  nations,  who  had  else 
Like  kindred  drops  been  mingled  into  one. 
Thus  man  devotes  his  brother,  and  destroys  ; 
And  worse  than  all,  and  more  to  be  deplored, 
As  human  nature's  broadest,  foulest  blot, 
Chains  him,  and  tasks  him,  and  exacts  his  sweat 
"With  stripes,  that  Mercy,  with  a  bleading  heart, 
Weeps  when  she  sees  inflicted  on  a  beast. 


Then  what  is  man  1    And  what  man,  seeing  this, 
And  having  human  feelings,  does  not  blush 
And  hang  his  head,  to  think  himself  a  man  ? 
I  would  not  have  a  slave  to  till  my  ground, 
To  carry  me,  to  fan  me  when  I  sleep, 
And  tremble  when  I  wake,  for  all  the  wealth 
That  sinews  bought  and  sold  have  ever  eam'd. 
No  ;  dear  as  freedom  is,  and  in  my  heart's 
Just  estimation  prized  above  all  price, 
I  had  much  rather  be  myself  the  slave, 
And  wear  the  bonds,  than  fasten 'them  onjum." 
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